THE GOAT

how we found out that here, at least, the one on whom
the Lot fell was called the Goat, It seemed to have
good precedents as a name. There were a few women
among the guests, but of course the great majority
are men still and so far the Lot has never fallen on a
woman owner. I'm a little afraid there may be an
extra fuss when it does.

All the time there was a continuous buzz of cinema
cameras. The reporters were fairly obvious; quite
apart from their clothes they were mostly nervous and
not liking it much. Tom and I had gallery tickets and
went up. The onlookers were a wonderful mixture,
some local, and some representing all sorts of admir-
able or fantastic societies or movements or ideas. The
woman next me was clearly that sort. One tried to
recognize people at the banquet, but it is difficult
from above. But some we did, and there were a few
whom one or both of us knew a little and remembered
meeting in ordinary drawing-rooms. There was one
charming man, the owner of a small colliery, who had
been one of the first to put in a modern pit-head
installation with sunlight treatment and so on. His
two small girls were going to the same school as my
June. It was queer seeing him there; first it made me
think of the war and seeing one's friends off at
Victoria by the leave-trains that took them to a much
higher chance of death, and of death that would
probably do far less good to anyone.

The actual meal lasted for some time; there was
some goodish music, and they were being given a good
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